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	1. Prologue

_**A/N: Lmao it's been way too long since I've been on this site as an author. I'm usually on AO3 or tumblr, and people still whine that I deleted all my stories off my old account, TNM-Writer, but I'm back. For a classic Twilight OC-insert, lol. Please enjoy.**_

_ooo0O-O0ooo_

**Prologue**

Molly's death was a simple one, one that might even be seen as a habit in her family. Many had died from car crashes, and her own parents had problems with hitting deer at night. It was almost poetic, though, that on one of the first few nights out in her car, a simple 2010 Mazda3 her father bought off one of his work buddies, that she would not pay attention to the light at the intersection.

It had been raining that night, and Molly had turned up her radio when Imagine Dragons came on, singing along as she drove. So used to never paying attention to the light, distracted by her music and swaying to it, she hadn't seen what was clearly a red light. So she sped past the stopping line.

The semi-truck's front lights and brights almost blinded her, and the familiar roaring of the engine drowned out her music. Molly felt a flash of panic, catching site of the grill - so similar to the one she had stepped in front of willingly in a suicide attempt last year - but didn't have a single moment to give in to the flashback before she black out on impact. When she blearily came to, the world was turning, tires were screeching, and Imagine Dragons played through it all.

_All I believe, is it a dream, that comes crashing down on me…_

Molly's glasses had flown off her face during the crash, and as the car slowly rolled to a stop upside down, the only thing keeping her hanging in her seat was the seat belt. She couldn't move her head, her neck hurt too much. She'd been hit on her side of the car, meaning glass had spewn all over her, her head had slammed into the grill of a semi for the second time in her short life, and she could feel blood dripping down her head.

Just like last time, she felt the odd mixture of hot and cold of her body, the lack of energy, the pull to keep her eyes shut. It was so much stronger this time, and the sound of sirens in the distance were uniform enough to make a half-hearted lullaby.

_I wanna believe… _

She'd close her eyes, but only for a moment… Just a moment…

_ooo0O-O0ooo_

She became aware of herself very slowly, as if sifting through jello or trying to wake up from a lucid dream. It was a struggle to keep her eyes open, to keep her mind aware of what was happening. She faded in and out of consciousness, or was a it sleep? An indeterminate amount of time passed before she could keep her eyes open long enough and assess the situation.

Molly Kirkpatrick was dead. Had died? Either way, the night in her car after being slammed by a semi was the last one she had spent alive in that existence. That much she could deduce from realizing that she was now a baby, most likely having been reborn.

The idea of death wasn't as scary as it had been to her younger self. It hadn't been since early elementary, because some part of her always insisted that she was going to die before she reached her twenties, be it by her own hand or another's. And when life became so tedious and exhausting, emotionally and mentally, that she gave in and went to find her eternal rest - well, she had given the afterlife quite a bit of thought. After all, if she was walking to her death willingly, she should be prepared for the consequences.

Reincarnation _had_ been one of those options, but all had been rendered obsolete when she survived and went into a three-month-long hospital stay and started her meds. But she had been prepared, and that never went away, the knowledge that she might be without everything that was familiar to her in a split second. She just always thought it would be illness or old age after finding suicide to be distasteful.

So putting the name Molly behind her was easy. She listened carefully and closely, trying to find out what her new name was. She was very young in this new life, probably a newborn seeing as her hearing was the only part of her that was capable of doing what she wanted it to do.

Four names became options; Charlie, Renée, Clara, and Bella. These options, after many days, narrowed down to Clara and Bella, seeing as Charlie and Renée seemed to be her new dad and mom. She was also a twin, which was new but not disliked. She eventually figured out that her name was Clara and that her twin sister was named Bella. They were pretty names, and Clara appreciated not being named Sunshine or Rainbow.

Being a baby, though, was just a whole lot of sleeping, eating, and pooping. She was barely aware for any of it, but on her more alert days she appreciated the near-constant rain, the peacefulness of her sister's soft breathing, her mother's laughter, and her father's baritone voice murmuring jokes and puns into her baby ears.

It was lovely and Clara never wanted it to end, these halcyon days.

A wise person once said that all good things must come to an end, though.

The end of Clara's halcyon days came in December, three months into her new life, preceded by weeks of her parents being stressed and anxious for entirely different reasons. Charlie's parents were ill, causing him to spend more time trying to help them and keep them stable. Renée was experiencing the baby blues coupled with seasonal depression. Things weren't going right. Bella cried a lot.

And then Renée left, taking Bella and Clara with her, abandoning Charlie to save herself.

Clara tried to think about it rationally, and she could forgive Renée partially because of her reasons; Renée had a right to focus on herself and making sure that _she_ was doing good. It wouldn't bode well to have a mother succumbing to the sweet call of death so soon into her second life. But Clara missed her father, missed the rain and the cloudy skies, missed the green, green trees, missed the peacefulness of her father's home. And she held a sliver of resentment in her for being drug away in her helpless state.

But God, she had to try and be positive. One thing she had learned about herself that if she didn't stay motivated she began to slip downhill and she couldn't afford such.

Renée took them to California, to their Grandmother Marie Higginbotham, who got all the divorce papers ready and mailed them to Charlie. They settled into Grandma Marie's home and Renée enrolled in College to get a teaching degree. Life continued on in the sweltering sun.

_ooo0O-O0ooo_

When Clara and Bella turned five they were enrolled in Kindergarten. Clara hated and loved it at the same time, surrounded by snot-nosed brats who didn't understand how to spell dog, but the coursework was so easy that she breezed through it all and had free time to spare. She spent most of it badgering Renée and Marie for a puppy.

When it was announced that Renée would be moving to Phoenix, Arizona, Clara begged for three days and was finally granted her wish. When they moved into their new home, the first thing they would do would be to get a puppy. The move itself was easy, Clara spent most of the time figuring out what she was going to name the puppy.

Chevy, as she named him, was an Australian Shepherd with a full tail and quite the excitable puppy. He raced around the new house barking incessantly and wanting to play, even as Renée carried in moving boxes. He was even able to get laughter out of Bella, which Clara thought was a miracle for her all-too-serious sister.

We started Elementary school this year, which was so very irritating yet calm. Or, as calm as children trapped in a prison-like building could be. Somehow, Clara had established a reputation for being kind and outgoing, always being able to figure out what someone was having trouble with in class and willing to help. On the other hand, Bella had established her reputation as a clumsy Ice Queen; Clara's sister still blushed bright red at the mention, wondering out loud what she'd done to deserve this.

The kids who met them, at first, liked to point out the differences between the two of them. Bella had dark brown hair, Clara had brown with sun-caused red highlights; Bella was pale from staying inside and reading, Clara was pale but with sun-caused freckles and constant sunburns; Bella had scrapes and bruises from tripping, Clara had scrapes and bruises from playing outside.

When they got to know the twins, however, they pointed out the similarities. Bella and Clara both liked to read; they both liked classical music; they were both very much mature and too smart for their age; both had chocolate brown eyes; they could both trip over nothing.

Things were good. School passed and summer came. Bella and Clara went to spend a month with Charlie during the summer.

The moment Clara had stepped out of Charlie's cruiser and onto the gravel driveway of her home from so long ago, rain sprinkling the morning air, surrounded by _green_ and _peacefulness_… She felt like she had taken a drink of water after a day in the desert. She loved Forks with all her heart, like Charlie, but Bella instantly hated it. She longed for the sunny, dry air of Phoenix, the asphalt and rattlesnakes, and hated the humidity and constant wetness of Forks.

Charlie took them fishing, which neither girl had real patience for, and introduced them to Billy Black's kids out in La Push. Rebecca, Rachel, and Jacob were sweet kids, all chubby cheeks, high cheek bones, brown skin, and inky black hair. Bella tended to ignore them, but Clara threw herself into playing with the three of them, despite the age differences.

Clara liked to stay up late, listening to classical music and the rain, peering out her window and falling asleep to the sounds. She never wanted to leave Forks again, it was just like it had been when she was a child. However, time continues on, and the month ended with Charlie driving them to the airport and escorting them to the plane, where the flight attendant would take charge of them.

Teary-eyed, Clara clung tightly to Charlie's soft, pudgy body, breathing in the smell of his soap and detergent, and told her father she loved him. That he should call every week. That she couldn't wait until next summer.

Bella gave Charlie and hug. They got on the plane.

Phoenix waited for them, and the moment they stepped off the plane, Clara tucked her nose into her hair and tried to remember the green and the rain.

_ooo0O-O0ooo_

They were ten when Bella and Chevy were hit by a car. Chevy had raced out into the road, trying to 'herd' Bella towards the house from where she was drawing with chalk on the asphalt, but neither were quick enough to move.

Clara arrived home thirty minutes later to watch the ambulance leave and hug her crying mother.

Chevy died.

Bella was in a coma.

Sitting in a white room, on a plastic chair, next to her sister as her mother cried on the phone with Charlie, Clara felt herself go numb. Bella was too pale, she thought, nearly blending in with the sheets. Her hair was pulled into a bun so as to not get tangled, and there were many wires and even a breathing tube.

"Wake up, dummy," Clara whispered.

She had not had siblings last time. She had gotten used to the constant, never-changing presence of Bella Swan. To see her, lying in bed, not fidgeting and not blushing but not asleep… It hurt her. Something wasn't _right_ about this.

Was she supposed to exist? Had the reincarnation been a botched attempt? Could Bella had lived a life without a twin who would insist on a dog and sidewalk chalk? Would Bella have been in the street for the car to hit, then?

Clara couldn't find an answer, and she blamed herself. No one knew, she couldn't very well say 'oh, yeah, I'm not supposed to exist in this life, so Bella being in a coma is my fault.'

She and Renée visited Bella every day. Charlie came down to Phoenix, despite the fact that he sunny, dry places weren't for him. For months, this continued on as they visited daily. It slowly trickled down to weekly… And by the time Clara was twelve, it was tri-weekly.

Life goes on. And while Clara couldn't forgive herself, she put it behind her and waited for Bella to wake up.

_ooo0O-O0ooo_

When Clara was fifteen, Renée met Phil Dwyer and began dating again. Clara missed most of the beginning of their romance, as she'd been spending her first summer month in Forks per usual and hanging out with 12-year-old Jacob. The twins had gone on a school-sponsored trip to Hawaii, so Clara and Jacob stuck close together, along with his friends.

She heard rumors of a new family that had moved into the old mansion out in the forest area, but since she spent most of her time in La Push or on the lake with Charlie, she didn't ever catch a glimpse of these illusive Cullens. She'd taken to writing in a journal, as if writing letters to Bella, so she mentioned them and what little she knew.

This summer was also the first time Clara had a relationship, for only a few short whirl-wind weeks with a girl named Angela Weber. They had most of their dates in Port Angeles, and though Clara had a lot of fun spending time with her, cuddling, and making out, she respected Angela enough to not fight with her when she figured out that she wasn't attracted to girls in the slightest. Clara had a vague feeling it had something to do with her pastor father, but didn't mention it.

Later in the summer, back in Phoenix, she met Allen Knight, a Junior to her Sophomore. They dated all to April, and though the good times were good, the bad times were _bad_. Eventually, she broke up with him for her own good and mourned the relationship for all of two weeks.

The summer before her Junior year in high school, the first month she spent in Forks like usual, she heard from Jacob and the twins (who were only there for the first two days before heading out to summer camp) that there was apparently a gang forming in La Push. And the people who had formed it were all around their age but were scary enough that Jacob theorized that they were taking steroids. Clara made sure to stay away from them, whenever they might run into them at First Beach.

Renée and Phil married late into the year, on a beach in Mexico. Clara was the Maid of Honor, and she found the ceremony beautiful. She even got teary-eyed. Phil was good for Renée, the perfect mixture of an adventurer and practical, which meant that Clara no longer had to worry about what was happening with the bills and such.

He moved in soon after, but his Minor League Baseball team was getting ready to go on tour. Renée, Clara knew, felt a desperate need to travel with Phil, but the only reason she stayed behind was for Bella and Clara. Clara wanted Renée to be happy, she wanted to be happy herself, and so she proposed what she thought was the Most Amazing Idea.

"Mom, what if I went to stay with Charlie until I graduate?"

* * *

><p><strong>Update: Made a blog for the fic, it's on tumblr, url is sunlight-fic. Follow it for updates on the writing process, sneak peeks, and bonus scenes.<strong>


	2. Chapter One

**A/N: Welcome back, mes amies. I legit just published the prologue, after having trouble switching between phone and laptop, so here we are. Now, last time, Bella was in a coma, Renée and Phil were married, and Clara suggested she move in with Charlie. This chapter begins where Twilight's chapter "First Sight" began. Here we go, into the trash can. **

_ooo0O-O0ooo_

**Chapter One**

The ride to the airport was filled with Renée and Clara talking over what she had packed, if she had anything, when they would email each other, and if Clara was _sure _about moving. Truth be told, this was a life-long dream of Clara. Her last life had been in the midwest, with its shitty and unconventional weather, Phoenix was nice but Clara hated the heat, and so Forks was a dream come true. Renée's continued assurances to herself that Clara actually wanted to go didn't bother her.

Clara was dressed for Forks weather already, black skinny jeans and a thick-knit grey sweater, her feet clad in waterproof black boots. Her carry-on item was her rain coat.

When they arrived in the airport, Renée insisted on going with Clara up to the terminal. She hugged Clara tightly, who responded in kind. Maybe Renée wasn't the best mother, but Clara had grown to love her with all her heart. The teenager only wished that that Bella were here to go with her, despite how much Clara knew her sister had hated Forks.

"Tell Charlie I said hi."

"I will. Tell Bella and Phil I said good bye."

"Of course," Renée's voice got a bit choked at the mention of the comatose teen. "I'll see you soon. You can come home whenever you want - I'll come back as soon as you need me."

Clara felt her throat tighten. Her mother was one of the most self-sacrificing people she knew, and Clara knew that Renée loved her with all her heart; not even Charlie had been able to keep the free-spirited Renée tied down.

"No worries, mom," Clara whispered, pulling back to smile at the woman. They had similar facial structures that they almost looked like sisters. "Everything's gonna be okay. I love Forks."

She laughed, blue eyes crinkling. "And I will never understand how. You're so much like Charlie." Renée cupped Clara's cheek with her hand, smiling so tenderly at Clara that she almost felt uncomfortable at the strength of that love in her eyes. "I love you, Clara. Stay safe."

"I love you, too, Mom," Clara said it like she was swearing an oath. "See ya."

"See ya," Renée gave her one-last hug before Clara was running up the terminal to find her seat on the plane.

The plan was crowded, like any plane, and Clara ended up sitting next to an elderly lesbian couple, who were very sweet and gave Clara all of their peanuts. The four hours passed quickly as she laughed and talked with the two, children screaming in the background and the sound of a plane engine rumbling the entire time.

When she landed in Seattle, Joyce and Betty, the couple, gave her hugs and sweets before toddling on their way. Clara boarded a much smaller plane with scarily-quiet passengers. Clara ended up taking her journal out of her jacket pocket and writing to Bella.

_January 17th, 2005_

_Bella,_

_ Today is the day. I'm going to Forks. You wouldn't believe the couple I met on the plan to Seattle, they were so funny and wrinkly that I wanted to hug them. Which I did, but later. You would have loved them if you actually got up the nerve to speak to them._

_ I miss you. Per usual. Renée does as well, and she's supposed to tell you 'good bye' for me. I don't know if you're going to stay in Phoenix General or transfer to wherever and Renée and Phil settle down._

_ Transferring to Forks will certainly be...interesting. I'll get to see Angela again, though! I wonder if she's found a boyfriend. She's so sweet she deserves some lovin'. I can't wait to see Jacob again, either, but that gang in La Push scares the shit out of me…_

_ Either way, I can't wait for the plane to land. _

_Wish you were here,_

_Clara_

_ooo0O-O0ooo_

When the plane landed in Port Angeles, the sky was cloudy and rain pounded down onto the Earth. Clara stepped outside the airport, hood up on her raincoat, and closed her eyes, taking in a deep breath. She could _smell_ the rain. She could also smell the pollution and car exhaustion, but that was something she tried to ignore.

"Clara-bear!" a deep voice called out, making Clara's eyes snap open. Charlie was standing next to his cruiser, in uniform, and a big grin on his face.

"Dad!" Clara laughed, running up and slamming into him with a hug. Charlie was as warm and squishy as he had been last summer, smelling of rain and fish and deodorant.

"It's good to see you, hun," Charlie murmured, and quickly pulled back. Unlike Renée and Clara, Charlie wasn't as touchy-feely, more awkward. "Is your hair longer?"

It was, but Clara grinned. "Maybe."

"Jeez, are you ever going to cut it?" he began helping her put her bags into the cruiser's trunk.

"Never," Clara declared. She loved the feeling of her hair brushing down her back and brushing her spine. Currently it was just above the small of her back. "I'm aiming to be Rapunzel."

He laughed and the two climbed into the car. The ride to Charlie's house in Forks was long and dark, but they had fun. Charlie wasn't very talkative, but Clara was easily able to fill up the silence with talk about how Phoenix was.

And then Charlie dropped a bomb.

"I found a good car for you, really cheap," he said with a grin.

Clara gasped. "You didn't! Oh my gosh, dad, thank you so much! What kind?"

"It's a truck," he said, and then his grin softened a bit. "A Chevy."

The pang in my heart reminded me of the beloved pet that had tried to save Bella. I gave him a heart-felt grin, knowing exactly who he'd bought the truck from.

"Billy's truck?" she clarified.

"Yeah," he said with a chuckle.

"I love that truck," Clara sighed, thinking of the faded-red truck that could damn-near survive a nuclear bomb.

The rest of the ride was quiet, as Clara thought about her upcoming days in Forks. Forks High School was small and tiny, but she knew a lot of the kids who went there. Angela, for instance, and Mike Newton from Olympic Outfitters. She'd met him when she'd been buying camping gear and fishing gear with Charlie once, and he'd seemed nice enough.

The small, two bedroom house that Charlie pulled up to incited feelings of love and nostalgia in Clara. This house was one of the two places she truly considered home. It took only one trip to get her two suitcases up to her room, which had once been her's and Bella's nursery. It had changed much since then, the walls light blue with green curtains, a desk by the window with the computer and phone, a twin-sized bed with a thick, forest-green comforter. The dresser was stuffed with clothes from her summers and the bathroom already held her toiletries.

Charlie stood in the door for a moment before leaving, not hovering over Clara. She appreciated that as she finished putting her things away and sat at the desk as the computer booted up. While it slowly did, she bemoaned the loss of advanced technology of 2016. Moments like this made her wonder why the reincarnation cycle had to fuck her over and make her a 90's kid. She hadn't enjoy it at all.

When the computer was finished booting up, she pulled up her email and saw that Renée had already emailed her. Clara sent back a quick reply to reassure her mother. When that was done, Clara took a long shower, made sure everything was ready for tomorrow, and climbed into bed for a good night's rest.

The rain lulled her to sleep, a cherished lullaby.

_ooo0O-O0ooo_

Tuesday was foggy, the clouds promising a drizzle later on in the morning. Clara woke up feeling refreshed and happily-Phoenix-sweat-free. She could hear Charlie moving about the creaky house, and could smell bacon that had been microwaved. Rolling out of bed, Clara threw on a navy-blue sweat-shirt, another pair of skinny jeans, her lucky cacti-themed socks, her boots, and pulled her hair into a messy bun on the top of her head. Despite the long hair, and the amazing feeling of the weight of it, she hated having hair in her face and usually put it up.

Clara didn't wear makeup today, aside from chapstick but that didn't count. Her skin was soft, smooth, and acne _free_, thank you. She wasn't going to jeopardize her skin in this life unless it was for a date or a dance.

Breakfast was quiet, neither Clara nor Charlie awake enough for conversation. Charlie leaned over his coffee mug for as long as possible until he absolutely had to leave for work. Clara sat alone after that, in the yellow-painted kitchen, drinking a glass of water and washing her plate. She had familiarized the house, with its decorations and chips and pictures, all over the course of her life.

When Clara left the house, keys in hand and jacket on, it was raining lightly. With a grin, she hopped into the truck and breathed in the familiar smell of nicotine and La Push. She'd have to visit Jacob this weekend if she could. Over the roar of the engine she fiddled with the radio, finding a hip hop station that played songs she hadn't listened to in years; laughing, she pulled out onto the road.

Forks High was still as small and unassuming as she remembered, but she pulled into the parking lot with ease. She parked near the exit for a quick escape after classes ended before trecking up to the front office.

Inside was bright and warm, small and padded with the feeling of a doctor's waiting room more so than a school office. Flyers were posted everywhere and along the counter that separated the staff from students. The woman manning the counter was plump and red-haired, wearing circular glasses the emphasized her eyes and a purple shirt.

"Can I help you?" she asked.

"I'm Clara Swan," Clara started, but paused when the woman's eyes lit up. No wonder, Charlie had probably bragged to everyone he knew that Clara was coming to live with him.

"Of course," she smiled warmly at me, digging through the papers on her desk. Clara finally noticed the nameplate on the counter, declaring the woman Jane Cope. "I have your schedule right here, and a map of the school."

Mrs. Cope, as Clara was instructed to call her, went over the classes with her. Clara had French, Computer Applications, Chemistry, and Creative Writing before lunch, and after lunch she had Advanced Algebra, Gym, and English afterwards. Clara hoped to get on top of the competition technology wise and get a well-paying job after college. As soon as this was done, Clara went back to her truck to wait for more students to arrive.

As cars began pulling in, the shiniest of which was a silver sedan-type, Clara poured over the map. Forks was small enough that all she had to do was take a pen and plot out her route to classes to memorize everything.

French was a quick and easy classroom; Madame gave her the syllabus and said that the class was reviewing vocabulary. Clara sat next to Mike Newton there, who was overjoyed to see that she was in Forks as rumors had said. The reddish-brunette was aware that Mike was a bit too friendly, but she gave him the benefit of doubt and had a lot of fun talking with him. He promised to find her before lunch so that she could sit with him and his friends.

Computer Applications was taught by a hawk-like man named Mr. James who stared at Clara when he heard her name. Clara felt the slightest bit uncomfortable, but sat in her seat all the same.

As the rest of the class trickled in, Clara saw him.

_Holy fuck._

Whoever this guy was, he deserved a modeling contract. He was paper-pale, unnaturally so, with sharp, boyishly handsome features like marble. His hair was bronze-colored and messily tousled like he had either had some really great sex or spent and hour styling it. His eyes, though were dark, a deep contrast to his pale skin and his pale clothes. He even dressed like he was off to a shoot in _Vogue_ instead of learning how to use Microsoft Word to the best of his ability. She could see the barest hint of a lean, muscled body underneath the cream sweater he wore.

And holy shit he was coming near her.

Clara had the irrational urge to run her hands through his hair and trace the lines of his face. He was just that pretty.

The classroom had tables that held two computers each, so students were separated into groups of two. Mr. James had said she had the only open seat. Clara watched as Teenage Adonis sat next to her, not acknowledging her in the slightest. Across the room, a kid she recognized vaguely from seeing around town at the laundromat and such complained that the room was stifling. Mr. James allowed him to and suddenly a cool breeze went through the room, bringing with it the smell of rain and green.

Clara forgot the boy next to her for that moment, closing her eyes and leaning her head back to take in a breath and enjoy the breeze. It _had_ started to get stifling in the room.

Moment next to her startled her out of the moment of reverence. The boy, so pretty, had begun to stare at her. Face-on he was even more beautiful than from a side profile, she felt like she was staring at a statue made by Michelangelo. His dark eyes held the slightest hint of gold to them and Clara found them mesmerizing. There were dark circles under his eyes like he hadn't slept in a week.

But something about the boy scared her - no, that wasn't the right word. It caused the same flip in her stomach she got at the idea of diving off the high dive, riding a motorcycle, standing in the middle of traffic.

Like he could kill her at any moment but she loved it any way.

"Hi," Clara eventually got out, wide eyed but most blank-faced. She forced herself to smile at him. "I'm Clara Swan."

He clenched his jaw and turned away from her. Clara felt her stomach twist in embarrassment. When Mr. James instructed the class to get on to Office, she fumbled over the keyboard. She was reacting like she had the first time she'd touched a computer in this life, typing with speed and light touch that, on a laptop, would have words flying across the screen. In 2005, though, it only made the clunky keys barely move and create many typos.

When the class ended, she thanked every deity she knew of that the boy disappeared out of the classroom with the force of the wind. Clara stumbled out of the classroom and onto wherever Creative Writing was held, nerves shot.

_ooo0O-O0ooo_

When lunch came around, Mike Newton accosted her and brought her to a table full of teenagers. Clara was introduced to Jessica Stanely, a short girl with hair as big as her personality, and other kids she immediately forgot the name of. Angela was sitting at the table, and gave her a small smile compared to Clara's beam at her.

Clara found herself the center of attention as question after question was peppered at her. She talked so much during the lunch period her throat began to hurt. She was only distracted from the conversation when a group of beautiful, beautiful teenagers walked into the lunchroom, including the boy from C.A.

Alongside Him, there were two other boys; both were tall but one was practically monstrous, muscles practically straining against his shirt, his hair black and curly on his head. The second was lean, but still muscular, with shoulder-length honey-blond hair that was tied back in a ponytail. And, of course, the bronze-haired adonis.

The two girls that were with them were just as beautiful. One was tall and looked like a Victoria's Secret model had been carved out of marble and gold, long golden waves and curves; she had a _mean_ RBF, though, that made Clara quickly look to the next girl. This one was shorter, with black hair was seemed to have been cut without any thought, leading it to be in a disarray that still somehow looked couture. She had small features and looked like a fairy come to life.

All of them had dark eyes and darker circles under their eyes. Clara felt her lungs constrict and realized she'd stopped breathing, taking in a quick lungfull.

"Who're they?" Clara whispered to Jessica, not taking her eyes off the group.

After the way the bronze-haired one had glared at her this morning, Clara almost thought he would have left the school entirely to get away from her. It was only because she was still watching them that she saw him glance at Jessica for a split second - and then locked with Clara's. He looked away just as quick, and a bit embarrassed to be caught staring, she turned away. Then the fairy-like one rose from the table, food untouched, and left the lunchroom.

Jessica seemed to feel the same, a blush across her cheeks as she stared at her lap. "That's Edward Cullen and Emmett Cullen, and Rosalie and Jasper Hale. The one who left was Alice Cullen; they all live together with Dr. Cullen and his wife."

Now she was remembering the name; Dr. Cullen had moved to Forks in 2003, she remembered, and a lot of the older people in La Push had been angry about it for some reason. Jacob and the twins had found their father's prejudice irritating, and it had become the source of many fights. Clara wondered if they were all still fighting about it.

Their names matched their appearances, though; beautiful, strange, other-wordly. Clara looked back to the Cullens and saw that the scary beautiful was whispering to his siblings.

"They're beautiful," she whispered, barely above breathing.

Jessica giggled, grinning at me. "Yes! They're all _together_, though - Emmett and Rosalie, and Jasper and Alice, I mean. And they _live_ together."

Small-town gossip, Clara sighed mentally. But even in Phoenix it would cause a stir. Clara's ideals and morals were of 2016, though, and as long as they weren't blood-related, she didn't see the problem. People couldn't help who they loved and who they didn't.

"They don't look related," Clara shrugged, "so I don't see a problem with it."

Jessica's mouth twisted thoughtfully. "I guess, I mean, they're all adopted. The Hales _are_ brother and sister, twins - the blondes - ah..."

She seemed to realize something was wrong in Clara's expression, but her confusion had Clara wondering who all knew about Bella as her heart twisted in grief and longing and guilt.

"It's fine," Clara assured her. "Please continue."

Jessica looked a bit worried, bit her lip, but continued. "They're foster children, Mrs. Cullen's their aunt or something."

Clara nodded along. Being a foster child at that age couldn't be fun, but sometimes depending on the situation it was better than wherever they _could _be. She remembered starkly the feelings of herself as Molly, running and running and running because no one would listen to her and see that there was something _wrong_ with her family. Eventually she had learned to just ignore it, even after so many adults tried to help and validated her feelings as they saw what was happening. Her parents had been too quick to bring her 'home'...

"Which one is the bronze-haired one?" Clara asked, and felt a bit embarrassed as Jessica's face twisted at the description. "The one with reddish hair."

Jessica turned to glance, but didn't seem to need to as she spoke before she even moved. "That's Edward. Bronze _is_ a really good descriptor, actually. He's gorgeous, of course, but don't waste your time. He doesn't date-"

"That's not it," Clara interrupted, feeling her face flame as she groaned. "He's in my second period, we sit next to each other. He glared at me the entire hour…"

"Oh, I know, he's scary," Jessica patted my shoulder sympathetically. "Apparently no one here is good enough for his company."

Clara nodded hesitantly. Maybe he was just having a bad day? No, she shouldn't get her hopes up. She always found herself fascinated by beautiful people and it never ended well.

Still she glanced over, and saw that Edward had a small, tiny smile on his face. After a few more minutes, the Cullens and Hales left together, trays as untouched as Alice's were. Clara inferred which ones were which when the blonde girl took that curly-haired muscle-man's hand, Rosalie and Emmett, while Edward and Jasper followed behind.

Lunch ended soon. Angela and Clara hugged and promised to catch up later before parting ways as she headed towards math. She had Mr. Varner in this class, along with Alice Cullen, but thankfully Clara sat far away from the beautiful girl. Mr. Varner was the only teacher to have her introduce herself to the class, to which Clara plastered on her best smile and did so cheerfully.

She even got a few smiles back at her for her efforts and went to sit next to a boy with greasy hair that introduced himself as Eric Yorkie. Clara vaguely recalled him at the edge of the table she had sat at during lunch and greeted him with a warm smile.

The rest of the day passed smoothly. Clara had gym with Mike, and they were playing volleyball. Her inner nerd rang true as she remembered an anime from… 2015? Probably. It had been a sports anime, about volleyball. It was one of the main reasons she enjoyed volleyball so much.

Clara threw herself into the game, forgetting all about Edward and his glares. She gave herself bruises after bruises, throwing herself to save the ball, dropping to her knees to put a hand underneath it, hands red and throbbing from blocking. She and Mike were a dream-team in this class, and he'd laughed about her Phoenix-genes coming true.

She didn't bother to tell him she wasn't born in Phoenix.

Coach Clapp said that she should try out for the school team, but Clara responded that she didn't have the time, which was a lie. She just didn't want to and didn't feel the need. Volleyball was something fun to play, but to her it wasn't something she wanted to go into really.

English was afterwards with Mr. Mason and Angela was in the class. She spent the entire period chatting with her old flame about how life was, how things had changed, and what was going on. It turned out that Angela was crushing hard on a boy named Ben, who Clara promised to help her ask out. Angela offered to walk her back to Mrs. Cope and then to her truck, because she had to turn in the slip of teacher signatures.

On the way, Clara told her all about Allen and that doomed failure of a relationship. Angela expressed her sympathies, and apologized that they themselves hadn't worked out.

"Nah, bro," Clara slipped back into her old slang, as she did when she was distracted. "It wasn't your style, and I gotta respect that or I'm a douchebag."

When they arrived at the Front Office, entering the warm room, Clara was smacked in the face with the subject she'd forgotten. Edward Cullen stood at the desk, speaking to Mrs. Cope.

He was being told that he couldn't switch out of his second period Computer Applications. Without replying, he looked over his shoulder to stare directly at Angela and then at Clara. Glaring, dark heated eyes boring into her soul. And then he stalked away and out of the office without another word.

Clara's good mood dropped, feeling a mixture of feelings. Relief that Edward was gone from the vicinity, relief that he was still in her class. Disappointment that he was gone from the vicinity, disappointment he was still in her class. Anger that he thought himself important enough that he could switch out of a class just because he didn't like her. Indignation - what had she done to him?! Nothing!

With a few sharp words to Mrs. Cope, which she regretted the moment they left her mouth, Clara drug Angela out of the office and towards her truck.

"Why does he seem to hate you?" Angela whispered, eyes wide. "He's always seemed… well, stand-offish, but not mean!"

"No clue," Clara admitted with a scowl. "He seems like a douchebag to me."

_ooo0O-O0ooo_

When she got home that evening, Clara paced around the living room for thirty minutes, fuming about the idiot that was Edward Cullen. With a noise of frustration, she went upstairs and fell into her bed, fully clothed, and determined to sleep away her anger. When she woke up, hours later in the middle of the night, she remembered why she didn't nap after school.

Clara ended up heating up Charlie's leftovers - the man himself had fallen asleep on the couch. Clara sighed and nudged him half-awake and led him to his bedroom, pulled off his shoes and tucked him in. With a fond shake of her head, she went to eat the pizza.

She ended up staying awake the entire rest of the night. She spent it writing her mother another email, complaining about Edward and talking about how nice everyone seemed to be. She finished her homework and took a long shower. She read a bit of her English book, hating every minute of Wuthering Heights.

Eventually, she got dressed, ate breakfast, said goodbye to Charlie for the day, and went to school.

Edward Cullen was not in Computer Apps. He was not at lunch.

Nor was he the rest of the week.

_ooo0O-O0ooo_

Her first weekend, she and Charlie drove out to visit Billy and Jacob. The teenager had had another growth spurt since last summer, so Clara ended up glaring up at the beanpole who grinned back at her. He was fifteen to her 17-going-on-18 and already taller than her 5'6".

_I used to be tall_, she later wrote to Bella after spending the weekend rough-housing and messing around in the garage with Jacob on car parts. _I was almost 6'. Fucking reincarnation. Fucking teenage boys and their heights. _

Monday morning came. January 24th. She didn't worry that Edward Cullen would invade her space in Computer Apps, seeing as he'd been MIA the past week. Instead, she happily dressed in a green sweat-shirt, skinny jeans, and her boots, the simple combination, with her hair up. Today, though, she wore a silver ring on her right pinkie, a simple band with no design, wide and thick. On her left middle finger, she wore two thin silver bands that merged together into an infinity sign in the middle.

French went by quickly, she and Mike whispering French insults to each other.

Computer Apps would pass quick enough, she knew -

Wait.

Clara stopped in the middle of the classroom.

Edward Cullen sat in his seat at their desk. His eyes were bright gold, the same difference she had seen the others of his family have, and just like them the circles under his eyes had lessened, but he looked no less supermodel-esque than he had last Tuesday.

Only this time, he wasn't glaring at her.

_ooo0O-O0ooo_

**A/N: Thank you to everyone who reviewed the last chapter. My schedule is to be a new Chapter every Wednesday and Friday at 10AM PST USA. Please leave a review, they spur me forward. Next update to come Wednesday, April 27th, 2016!**


End file.
